Terrible is the agony of an old man,
The agony of incommunicable power,
Holding his potency like a rocket that is full of stars
His countenance like the sky
From which neither thunder nor lightning broke
Nor rain fell,
Only the countenance of the moon, tranquil;
The stars like jewels set in everlasting adamant
Transparent as diamond,
Drought, calm, serene, eternal!
The head of Satan is curled
Close, crisp, like the Gorgon;
They are the serpents of the spirit
Curled like the hair of the chaste body,
Emblem of the God who is not creative,
Who has not made the heavens and the earth,
Nor from an Adam of dust
Took that white bone, woman.
'Tis the everlasting youth of an old man
For whom there is no illusion.
Or else she be so far offthat if he fly that height unscalable
He shall topple
Into the abyss.
This it is to be excluded from the bliss
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